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sniffing about 


Author's Notes: 
This is my very first attempt at a drabble. Might turn it into a multi-chapter Thing made up entirely of 
them.. 


"Rick?" Roger calls without looking up as bandmate passes behind him. 
"Wrong" watts Dave's dismissive denial. 


HOW had he possibly made such an inexcusably unobservant error? Could it be they're starting to walk alike? 
No, Pig still shuffles and Sheep still slinks. 


Keen gaze follows Dave's departure, noting uncharacteristically clean tresses trailing faint honeysuckle hint. 
Aha, Rick's shampoo. Roger had uncharitably (albeit accurately) considered Rick a coward, but it must have 
taken some degree of daring to fall upon THAT greasy grenade. 


Now, Roger prays pianist might cultivate an inclination to launder Dave's pants as well as getting into them. 


indoor sports 


Author's Notes: 
Drabbles are fun.. 


"Hey, Dave, in or out?" 

[Likely both in rapid, repeated roundelay shortly after rousing Rick] 

Swig from longnecked lager fails to wash away taste of that thought from Roger's mind 

Out of this party, into quiet house. "Your games are like the mafia Once you get in you CAN'T get out, and 


you wind up doing shit you're not proud of" Laughter of quests greets Dave's assessment as he regards 


Roger's entourage. "You've been warned. l'm going to bed." 
[Ah, but whose?] 
"If you see Rick, tell him Happy Birthday." 


[Many sappy returns] 


vertibracy 


Author's Notes: 
These drabbles never match my own wordcount when dropped, so always require a touch of trim. If it doesn't 


say precisely "IOO", please allow me a minute to tinker before reviewing.. 


[WHAT did he just say?] 


Closest thing to a doubletake Roger permits himself is a subtle double blink He knows what they think of him, 
and what's said behind his back 


[tyrant/ scarecrow/maniac/pervert/big meanie] 
but open defiance from RICK strikes as strange. Perhaps this exotic example of vertibracy 
[If that isn't a word, it should be] 


ought not to be outright discouraged, although certainly not obeyed. Roger supposes he can let a single "shut 
up" slide. It IS Rick's birthday, after all, and it would never do to set him crying onto his cake. 


something strong 

"Where have you been?" Roger barks into telephone. 

"Here, obviously.” Dave's relaxed reply gratingly grinds Roger's gears. "It's unlike you to ask stupid questions." 
[Or rhetorical ones, so "How would you like a knuckle sandwich?" is out] 
"Don't bother coming NOW." 

Dave's "Too late." is declarative, not interrogatory. 

[Ugh, he actually believes that's subtle?] 

"What the fuck have you been smoking?" 

[probably pole] 

"Something strong." 

[dubiously debatable] 


Roger practically sees as well as hears them both mocking him, and generously disconnects before saying 


anything to spoil their sport, which now officially interferes with work. 


shroud of tourin’ 


Author's Notes: 
Haven't yet completed the RIF scene this Dog Drabble accompanies, but it'll drop soon 


Scanning for anything forgotten, colorful cloth catches sharp eye. Must have fallen from Dave's pocket, yet 
had begun the night in Rick's. Roger wouldn't TOUCH the thing on a bet, although he cannot help but wonder 
what price it might fetch at auction if wealthy, perverted fans had any clue as to how it had been used. 


Fervently wishing HE didn’t, Roger leans over and deliberately spits onto the crumpled, stained swatch of 
paisley fabric. 


[Lippy lovebirds are FAR more annoying than loud lout in Montreal had been] 


There. Value from Floyd fluid has just increased. 


uninvited 


Author's Notes: 
Finally cracked the wordcount code. Contractions count as TWO words here. 


Tears are like puke.Once impetus becomes inevitability, best to get it out, but Rick might not know holding back 


will make him even sicker. 

[Syd's why he must, but I'M why he cant] 

Trapped together until Dave returns to sound the all-clear, Roger has never felt lonelier than with both 
bandmates completely ignoring him. Favorite Fender is here, but four fat strings arent expressive enough. 
There's a second piano, but he wants to TALK, not harmonize. 


[They won't listen. How to show it hurts me, too?] 


He'll have to cry first. 


puppy dreams 


Author's Notes: 
Chased my tail for a bit figuring how to Dog Drabble dirty dream. Caught it, though. 


"NO!" 

Horrified scream reverberating through Rick's door halts Roger outside. 

[Sounded unfriendly, kids..too raw for roleplay. If | have to get involved, it comes with a smack] 
Divided attention discerns Dave's snores behind different door, vaulting vigilance into high alert. 


[Whoever he's entertaining now is NOT playing nicely. Rick might rather endure harbinger of howl than face 


rescue by ME, but one more outcry and l'm going in] 
No sound of struggle manifests, only obviously solitary shift and squeak before barely audible "I love you." 


[Yipping in his sleep..weird puppy dreams. Wonder what about?] 


singalong 


Author's Notes: 
Roger opted to leave John's party because Pete called ahead, announcing imminent arrival. Roger was unwilling 


to be seen in intoxicated state, and Nick elected to tag along home. Now | want to write THAT story.. 


[Poor perturbed piglet. Sulky snout snuffling away, is it? Never heard a lovelier "One-Ball Reilly".weave bagpipe 
effect on synth into background.could be brilliant.shan't stoop to say so. 


Think | WANT to be here? Would much rather have stayed, but I'm in no fit state to see Him.might set a bad 


example..tempt an unseemly display. 
What's this? My, what sexy sleepwear. Is he trying to seduce Dave back to bed? No, he's coming out to play! 


Fuck me, that song's new. Paper, PAPER? Ah, there. Need to write this down] 


somebody home 


Author's Notes: 
Wrote connected RTF with this drabble in my mind, amused at the idea Rick believed he was reading Roger's. 
It's not magic, kids, it's perception ("| could teach you, but I'd have to charge."] 


[What's THIS unfamiliar expression? Wellwell, flickering flame..somebody home. 


Aww, he finds honest insight deeply disturbing. Silly, sheltered soul probably believes it's telepathy..as if I'd 


ever suffer scrabbling manky mouse feet along baseboards of my mental mansion. 


Understands, does he? Good. Now | needn't speak. Lovely to finally communicate without employing a bullhorn or 


consulting an English-to-Idiot dictionary. 


They'll cuddle up tonight and pillowtalk about what a monster | am. Sometimes | envy them, having such 
sweetly simple minds..and each other. Could Rick's fleeting flash of observation have revealed that?] 


stray dog 


Author's Notes: 
These Dog drabbles were more fun than the damn story to which they're attached, and l'm crying just a little 
to be posting the last one. 


"getting a gun, are you?" 
[Nick cracking jokes. Good thing none of them know | actually HAVE one] 


Roger discerns death knell tolling loud and clear as he dons favorite coat before sliding little black books into 
big black bag. Fortunately, there's not much here about which he cares. Locked in his nightstand are pistol and 
passport. Locked in his mind are music and memories. Locked in his heart are recriminations and regrets. 


Nothing more will he take away. 


[Single notebook remains beside piano.MY piano?.Rick can keep it. Wish him luck, but saying so would sound 


sarcastic] 


